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he mentioned later; "for my part, I think very little. You see a great quantity of brown paint; in this is a great flashing of torches, feathers, and bayonets. You see in the foreground, huddled up on a rich heap of corpses and drapery, Tippoo Sahib; and swaggering over him on a step, waving a sword for no earthly purpose, and wearing a red jacket and buckskins, the figure of Sir David Baird. The canvas is poor, feeble, theatrical. And I would as soon have Mr. Hart's great canvas of Lady Jane Grey (which is worth exactly twopence-halfpenny) as Sir David's poor picture of Seringa-patam. Some of Sir David's portraits are worse even than his historical compositions; they seem to be painted with snuff and tallow-grease: the faces are merely indicated, and without individuality; the forms only half-drawn, and almost always wrong."
As early as 1832 he wrote that "Mr. Haydon, by dint of telling all the world he is a great painter, has made them believe it. The Mock Election is very forced and bad, Xenophon so-so, and the rest of the pictures about as good as The Mock Election." He never saw any reason to alter his juvenile judgment. "Among the heroic pictures, of course Mr. Haydon's ranks the first; its size and pretensions call for that place,'' he said in Fraser, thirteen years after. "It roars out too, as it were, with a Titanic voice from among all the competition to public favour, 'Come and look at me/ A broad-shouldered, swaggering, hulking archangel, with those rolling eyes and distending nostrils which belong to the species of sublime caricature, stands scowling on a sphere from which the devil is just descending, bound earthwards. Planets, comets, and other astronomical phenomena roll and blaze round the pair, and flame in the